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PONS 

STRANGE game of esoteric charm, 
Bridge of a myriad sighs and curses, 

And harbinger of much alarm 
To all the world, from peers to nurses. 

| Tennis and poker, golf and pool 

Are quite incompetent to meet you, 

| Acknowledging your despot’s rule— 

| Unfathomable fad, I greet you! 


ASINORUM. 





Companion of the gambler’s soul, H 
| Delight of various simple misses, | 
| From Audley Street you levy toll | 
| Unto Suburbia’s dark abysses ; 

| To prey upon the upper ten | 
| You have not proved yourself contented, 
| To ‘*Rob Roy House ”’ and “‘ Fairy Glen’’ 
| You’ve come and driven them demented! | 


| But short, if sweet, shall be your day, 

| Some newer game will be your ruin; 

| Your season past, the world will play 

| At ‘*Plushteplank,’’ or ‘‘ Mutual Bruin.’’ 

| And I shall smile to watch you, while | 

| You fall from Lady CLAUDIA’S graces, 

And slither down to lose the crown 
You wore in less exalted places. 





ROUND THE BOOK SHOPS. 

A suggested ‘‘ Literary’’ Column for a 
| Ladies’ Paper. 
| [Lovers and buyers of books will be glad to 
| know that at least one London publisher is ready 

and willing to offer facilities to the public for the 
| inspection of new books. On receipt of a postcard 
| he offers to furnish the address of any local bookseller 
where the books detailed in his catalogue may be 
inspected.”—Daily Paper. ] 

AT last the publishers are awake to the 
advisability of offering every facility to 
the public for a personal inspection of 
their new books. We claim a small share 
in this welcome innovation, for our readers 
know how vigorously we have advocated 
in these columns a careful examination of 
all books previous to purchase. I know of 
|nothing more distressing to one’s peace 
| of mind than, after ordering a novel or a 
volume of verses from a catalogue, to 
receive a clumsy leatherette affair with 
an atrocious design executed in the most 
hideous colour imaginable. But, thanks 
to one or two leading publishers’ fore- 
sight, such contingencies can be guarded 
against. 

I spent yesterday morning in turning 
over Messrs. PRINT AND BIND’S summer 
stock. A little booklet of Essays (I 
| forget the nature exactly) in a soft shade 
of crimson levant, especially took my 
fancy. The paper, of a delightful Indian 
transparency, yielded deliciously to the 
| touch and made it quite a pleasure to} 
‘urn over the leaves. The type was 
Singularly clear and graceful, and that 


| 
| 
| 
| 


known to printers as “ piea.’’ Altogether 
¥ Pleasing little book. The novels, I 
| Roticed, still cling to the elaborate 


| designs, and I cannot confidently re- 


‘ommend any except a couple in a light 
Le — 
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‘*] CAN ALMOST FANCY MYSELF AMONGST THE AFRICAN MOUNTAINS.” 


She. ‘AH! AND THERE IS THE ENEMY COMING IN THOSE BOATS; WHATEVER SHOULD | 


WE DO IF IT WERE sof” 


He (dyspeptically.) ‘‘OH! SEND ’BM TO OUR HOTEL, THAT WOULD PUT THEM OUT OF 
” 


ACTION, 








terra-cotta buckram, which had a cheer- 
ful and generally pleasing get-up. | 
forget what they were called and whom 
they were written by. The Love-letters 
of a German Gardener, that everyone is 
raving about, is bound in an unfortunate 
shade of sage-green, and should not be 
read by anyone with a pale complexion 
—at least, not in public. The cover is 
grotesquely ornamented with Japanese 
eabbages, which adds in no small degree 
to the great vogue which this horto-senti- 
mental work has attained. Although, I 
must say, I cannot myself see how a great 
sale can be looked for while the paper 
continues to be of so inferior a quality. 
The time has gone by—and the astutest 
of publishers recognise the fact—when 
readers are satisfied with any kind of 
binding and get-up so long as the contents 
are genuinely good. But in these en- 
lightened days what we look for and 
justly expect is as high a finish to our 
literary ornaments as to our tables and 
chairs. 

Messrs. PAPERMASHEY’S stock includes 
an excellent series of summer novels, 
daintily habited in a thoughtful blue. 
There is an open-air freshness about them 
that cannot but make them exhilarating 





companions. For such of our readers 
as affect a taste for pale pink, we can 
recommend Queen of the Quorn, and 
Altruist or Idiot? A word of praise 
must be accorded the latest novel by Mr. 
HuGo HuGues. It is in automobile red 
and is printed with a nice, generous 
margin in a distinctly fetching American 
type. The ‘honey-pale’’ bookmarker 
inserted in The Cabman and Corinna is 
bound to secure for it a high place in 
the summer sales. When you look at PUFF 
AND BooM’s holiday goods, don’t fail to 
notice the little imitation shagreen 
bibelot. I must say the so-called Poems 
which these little masterpieces in the art 
of modern book-binding hold together are 
the feeblest nonsense I have come across 
for many a long day. But who reads 
Poetry nowadays ? Anyhow, the ornamen- 
tation on the cover has been especially 
eopied from a design of one of Queen 
ANNE’S pocket-handkerchiefs, and at least 
five duchesses have intimated their inten- 
tion of having a copy about the house. 
I should not be surprised if this little 
sheaf of songs (what a pity they’re so 
very twaddly) findsa prominent place in 
every boudoir in Britain. The binding is 
in every way excellent. 
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| syllable of all he knew. 
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OUR BOOKING-OF! ICE. 

Messrs. HUTCHINSON have issued the second volume of The 
Living Races of Mankind, edited by Mr. H. N. Hutcutnson, Mr. | 
GREGORY, and Mr. LYDEKKER. It presents a popular account 
of the customs, habits, pursuits, feasts and ceremonies of the | 
races of mankind throughout the world. It is marked by all) 
the excellencies noted by my Baronite in review of the first | 
volume. Whilst the letterpress is bright and informing, the | 
illustrations, reproduced from photographs, are unique in range | 
and striking in individuality. Sharper than a library of books 
do they bring home to us insulars the personality of our strange | 
brothers and sisters throughout the wide world. By the way, 
on page 431 there is a photograph of a Tellemarken (Sweden) 
peasant for which Mr. GLADSTONE might have sat. In every 
detail of feature and contour we have revealed the familiar 
face. 

Secret Chambers and Hiding Places, by ALLAN FEA (BOUS¥!ELD). 
This is a most interesting book; one, however, rather useful to 
the historian or historic novelist as one of reference than for 
the general reader, who, if on tiptoe of expectation for strange, 
wild, weird and exciting stories, would be proportionately dis- 
appointed. The author rarely goes into anything like details 
of the romantic and fearful facts, though with them he could | 
have filled several volumes. The illustrations, too, are most 
interesting. The ingenuity that invented these hiding places | 
was something marvellous, the chief inventor dying a martyr ; 
and as he had passed his life in carefully secreting those 
persecuted for conscience’ sake, so, during the supremacy of 
the unprincipled CrciL, he, true to his latest breath, died | 
under barbarous torture, a ‘‘ blessed martyr ’’—whether canon- 
ised or not this deponent cannot say—never breathing one 
By ‘‘holes’’ of his devising a con- 





| siderable number escaped, and, though not actual martyrs, they 


were henceforth reckoned as ‘‘ hole-y men.’’ Also, the author 
gives all too brief accounts of smugglers’ caves and hiding 
places. There is a delightful chapter about Boscobel and 
CHARLES ; and there is just such a taste given of the mystery 
of Glamis Castle as will make the least curious in such matters 
eager for more. 

John Topp, Pirate (METHUEN), is a right down good story of 
the old-fashioned tuppenny-coloured type. That Mr. WEATHERBY 
CHESNEY has studied CHARLES KINGSLEY, and is familiar with 
the works of R. L. STEVENSON, is evident. But his work is 
none the worse, rather the better, for that. The scene is laid 
in the time and in the country of Westward Ho! The story is 
full of blood, thunder, fighting on deck and shore, with inter- 
stices filled in by graphic descriptions of the work of the 
Spanish Inquisition. It will provea delight to boys big and 
little, and my Baronite, no longer in his teens, has read it with 
breathless interest. 

** Biographies—No. VII.’’—His Most Gracious Majesty King 


| Edward VII., by H. WHATES, author of The Third Salisbury 





L 





Administration (H. J. DEANE, Salisbury House, Publishers). 
Ahem! Everything comes to him who Whates, and the chance 
has arrived of which Mr. WHATES has availed himself, and, on 
the whole, well and wisely. But—there are lots of ‘* buts’’ in 
it—might it not have been done better and with more wisdom ? 
The Baron is unaware what six biographies have preceded this of 
the Seventh Epwarb, His Most Gracious Majesty, nor within 
the range of his extensive knowledge does he remember having 
previously met with any specimens of these ‘ Bijou Biogra- 
phies.’’ Reading the preface, after having perused the little 
volume, the Baron is informed thereby that ‘this little sketch 
will excite the disdain of the courtier and the surprise of the 
sycophant’’; so leaving the courtier and the sycophant to 
discuss the matter between them, the Baron, with his hand 
upon his heart, is able to say that, having read the ‘“ Bijou 
Biography,’’ he feels neither surprise nor disdain, and is, on 





the whole, about as well as could be expected. It is a handy 





book of reference, and, of course, very interesting in the 
details of our King’s early edugational career, especially as 
Mr. Punch, ever thoughtful, ever kindly, and truly loyal, 
actually interfered for the young Prince’s benefit, being 
fearful lest all work and very little play should have a bad 
effect on our future King. It is pleasant to think that Mr, 
Punch’s well-timed advice was acted upon. Altogether, it is 
so interesting a little work that the author of it will not 
be remembered as ‘‘ Heavy Whates,’’ nor is any portion of it 
so frivolous as to suggest the idea of ‘‘ Light Whates.’’ No, 
the Baron fancies the well-balanced writing suggests ‘‘ Exact 
Whates,’’ while its occasional genial and harmonious tone sug- 
gests ‘‘ Christmas Whates.”’ THE BARON DE B.-W. 








THE LOVESICK LOCOMOTIVE. 


’TWAS a dashing locomotive, and it thundered down the line 
Ev’ry morning with a corridor express,— 
Round a curve or through a tunnel, 
Puffing smoke from out the funnel, 
On and on,—a mile a minute more or less. 
If the signals didn’t stop it, it would cut the records fine, 
And one day the pace was wonderful to see, 
When another engine passed it, 
And it realised at last it 
Was in love,—about as badly as could be. 


You would think a locomotive big and bluff, puff! puff! 
Would be proof against all sentimental stuff, puff! puff! 
I’ve a theory—though slender— 
That, as part of it was ‘*‘ tender,”’ 
It explains the funny conduct of the puff, puff, puff! 


Now the other engine drew a humble goods train to and fro, 
While the big express went past her ev’ry day, 
With its driving wheels a-humming 
When it saw that she was coming— 
But between them was the horrid six-foot way. 
Ey’ry now and then its whistle very loudly it would blow, 
But the other took no notice,—not a bit ; 
So the poor express was troubled, 
And it snorted and it bubbled, 
For, as I remarked, it was so hardly hit. 


And at last it really got into a huff, puff! puff! 

For the treatment it received was rather rough, puff! puff! 
And it thought, ‘‘I’ll have revenge in 
Some way suited to an engine, 

I will not be made the plaything of a puff, puff, puff! 


‘*T will get on closer terms with her ! ’ that locomotive cried, 
But it found that ev’ry effort seemed to fail ; 
So one day as it went gliding 
Past the goods train in a siding, 
It arranged affairs by running off the rail. 
When two very heavy bodies rather suddenly collide, 
Something happens, as you ’re probably aware ; 
And a locomotive suffers 
From a bang upon the buffers, 
And a subsequent explosion in the air. 


Now to ev’ry man the moral ’s plain enough, puff! puff! 

Keep your distance, or you ’ll meet with a rebuff, puff! puff! | 
And, of course, you never know, Sir, 
When you get a little closer, 

Why, you may,be disillusioned like that puff, puff, puff! 








’ 


Civit SeRvicr.—‘G. P. O. Examination for M ale Sorters. 
The Exam. to consist of questions of ‘‘all sorts.’’ The result 
will show what sorter person the candidate is. 
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DOUBLE ENTENTE CORDIALE. 
French Mathurin, ‘‘ TreNs, MON AMI! So YOU HAVE NOW A NAVAL WAR ALSO?” 
iy British Tar. ‘‘OH, BUT THAT'S ONLY AGAINST OURSELVES ! 
, F. M. (politely). ‘‘ Au! How rorrunate!” | 


B. T. (aside), ““’UtLo! ’As ’E BEEN READIN’ ABOUT THE BOILERS?” 
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PALMISTRY TRIUMPHANT. 
(Fragment from a Town Romance.) 
THE enquirer was a little anxious as he 
placed his open hand before the carnest 





You are a man of the utmost ability.”’ 

The enquirer seemed satisfied. | 

“You have the organising power of a| 
KITCHENER and the dash of a BADEN | 
POWELL.”’ 

Again the enquirer smiled. 

“You have the tact of a TALLEYRAND, 


of a SHAKSPEARE, and the sense of colour | 
of a RUBENS, a VANDYKE and a ‘GAINS- 
BOROUGH.” 

“Quite true,’’ murmured the enquirer. 

“You could, had you wished it, have 
taken a Double First at Oxford or become 
a Senior Wrangler at Cambridge.’’ 

The enquirer bowed acquiescence. 

“Tecan see from your garb you are not 
the Archbishop of Canterbury, and from 
my knowledge of the lineaments of the 
distinguished personages I am about to 
mention I am sure you are neither the 
Premier, the Lord Chancellor, nor the 
Commander-in-Chief.”’ | 

“You are right,’’ replied the enquirer. 

“You occupy a position of greater | 
importance, if I am not mistaken, than | 
either of the situations I have specified.’’ | 

“ Again you are correct,’’ returned the | 
enquirer, ‘‘I have the honour to fill the, 
post of Senior Superintendent of the| 
Imperial Universal General Dry Goods | 
and Provision Stores, Limited.’’ 

And with mutual expressions of respect 
and admiration, the soothsayer and en- 
quirer separated. 











AS OTHERS SEE US. 

[In the opinion of a Frenchman who has spent 
a year at Oxford, the undergraduate is rude and 
ignorant, and the professors hardly to be regarded 
as distinguished men. ] 

Chorus of Professors and Students. 

‘Tis beneficial, say the wise, 

When, by a neighbour’s charity, 
We see through other people’s eyes 
Our own peculiarity. 
But though a tonic, you ’ll agree 
The shock is an unpleasant one, 
Should these same people's verdict be 
So nasty as the present one. 





Strophe of Professors. 

Ofcourse, the Frenchman's right enough 
About the undergrads., 

Their manners often are the rough, 
Uncultured ways of eads; | 

They racket round about the quad., 
They whistle, shout and sing, | 

They even have been seen to nod 
When we are lecturing. 

Their ignorance is dark as night, | 
Their prose is barbarous ; | 

So far, indeed, the Frenchman’s right— 
It’s when he speaks of us! | 
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Lady (solemnly). ‘‘ WHEN YOU SEE A BOY ALWAYS LOAFING ROUND STREET CORNERS, 
WHAT PLACE IN LIFE DO YOU SUPPOSE HE IS FITTING HIMSELF FOR?” 


Boy. ‘‘To BE A POLICEMAN, Mum!” 








Absurd! As if the fellow knew— 
He writes himself a sham 
When criticising us—ne su- 
tor supra crepidam ! 
Antistrophe of Students. 
What! Not distinguished, Froggy ? 
Those 
Whose everlasting doom 
Is hearing one another prose 
Each night in Common Room ? 
Distinguished ! Not these dull old dons 
Who give us lectures dry 
On Euclid, Asinorum pons, 
And functions x and y ? 
Who drone by morning, noon, and night 
Of HomER, A’scHYLUs ?— 


By Jove! old Froggy, you are right— 
It’s when you talk of us! 

Why, then you show us how a brain 
Not altogether bad 

May be on some points fairly sane, 
On others, raving mad. 


Chorus of Professors and Students. 
But, after all, what matter how 

A Frenchman, cross and moody, sees ? 
Another question rises now, 

Quis judicabit judices ? 
The Frenchman's clearly blind, and 

more— 

We will not care a bit for him ; 
His vulgar lies we will ignore— 

The only treatment fit for him. 
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P. P. &. 

[‘* You have permitted Cape Colony to be ravaged 
and my property destroyed by a set of murderers, 
thieves and incendiaries, when you might easily 
have prevented it by hanging a few of these 
criminal lunatics who rebelled when all chance of 
success was hopeless.””— Extract from the last | 
letter signed “ P, 8.” in the Morning Post. | 

SoME weeks ago I gave my mind 

(In Punch) to trying hard to guess 

Who writes the letters that are signed 

“ra” 
I searched directories day and night, 
And every Blue-book I possess, 
For wen whom these initials might 
Express. 


But though I followed every trail, 
I had to own that no success 
Had crowned my efforts to unveil 

wet 


So when the other day I hit 
Upon a letter to the Press 
Full of the old familiar bit- 
terness, 


And recognised the trenchant style, 
The fierce invective, I confess 
I murmured, with a happy smile, 
“Pp, 8.1" 


** Will this,’’ I cried, “‘ reveal to me 
The secret of our friend’s address? ”’ 
I read it through, and joyfully 
Said, ‘‘ Yes!’’ 
The Cape invaders have destroyed 
His house, and made a beastly mess, 
And this has very much annoyed 
“pp, 3." 


In this a shadowy hint he gives 
Of where to find him, more or less, 
The colony where lived (or lives ?) 
oe 
But hints like this don’t take one far, 
And so I ery in my distress, 
** Do tell me who you really are, 
ve ON alae 








GLADSHAW’S HOLIDAY. 
(A Suggestion to Husbands.) 


‘I’ve made all arrangements for you | 


and the children to start to-morrow,”’ 
said GLADSHAW. 


Sea in time for a good midday meal.”’ 


** How thoughtful of you, dear.—Tommy, | 


if you do that again you shall go to bed. 
- I don’t care whether it’s your fault or 
ADA’S. - You shall both go to bed.— 


And, GEOFFREY, you ’ll come down at the | | 


week end 7” 


** No, dear, certainly not, quite impos- 
sible,’ said GLADSHAW, firmly. ‘‘ This 
holiday is for you and the children——”’ 

** But what of you——?’”’ 

GLADSHAW rose quietly and put a bun- 
dle of journals into his wife’s hands. 
‘“*These are comic papers, JANE. Look 
through them carefully, and oon ask 








| yourself whether you wish to see your 
| husband filling the part of one of these 


wretched idiots. Ah! I see you smiling. 
Well, so far I have your respect. But if 
r come down to Blowgate with you and 
the children, then you will turn from me 
| a8 the imbecile seaside-lodging beach- 
| crazed husband of the confounded comic 
eut. No, I’ll stay at home.”’ 
* * * * 

| GLADSHAW kept his word, and stayed in 
{London all through August. He might 
have gone out on his own account with a 
| bachelor friend to Ostend or Boulogne, 
|or even Paris, for a day or so. Indeed, 
more than once he was on the point of 
doing so, and then remembered in time 
that this would only pander to the comic 
paper. He recollected with disgust 
various ‘*‘cuts’’ rejoicing in some such 
title as ‘‘ Hubby enjoys himself.’’ And 
so GLADSHAW remained at home. 

But there was one thing which he 
dreaded. He did not care to be out of it 
when ‘**holiday experiences’’ cropped up 
at the club. And so every evening for a 
week he locked himself in his study and 
worried Baedeker. 

* * * * 

‘* What sort of holiday ?’’ asked BROWN. 
‘*T suppose you were with the wife and 
kids, eh?’’ 

“Oh, no!” said GLADSHAW, airily. 
‘*Fact is, I had a fancy for the Norwegian 
fjords. There ’s scenery for you, BROWN. 
Why, from,’’ ete., etc. 

‘* What a memory for places you have,”’ 
interjected BROWN, admiringly. ‘‘Gad! 
wish I’d had such a holiday!” A.R. 





POLITICIANS AT PLAY. 
By an Enlightened Member. 
(‘‘ Gentlemen in the House of Commons seem to 





‘*The ’bus will be here, | 
early ; and you will reach Blowgate-on- | 


fancy that the public take them seriously. It is 

more true than they think that the House of 

| Commons is losing the respect of the country.””— 

| The Times, July 23.) 

THERE ’S nothing so nice that I know of 
As a day in the House free from worrying, 


| Amid a perpetual flow of 


Grave gentlemen in and out hurrying 
Where pale politicians are prattling, 

’Tis very amusing to hear ’em, 
In voluble verbiage battling, 

And don’t they flush up when you jeer’em. 


(Chorus—briskly after the first word.) 
But——what does it matter— 


The chaffing and chatter— 


So long as the thing doesn’t weary us? 
It adds to our pleasure 
To throw out a measure 

For no one imagines we ’re serious. 


’Tis mildly amusing, I will say— 
Though carried too far it is irksome— 
To toy with a Factory Bill, say, 
Though many a gentleman shirks ’em ; 
To languidly listen to speeches, 





And vent an occasional *‘ hear! hear! ”’ 





When somebody calmly beseeches 
Support on a motion for Pure Beer. 
(Chorus.) 


what does it matter? 
We chaff and we chatter 





But 


We cut ’em all short 
By a clever retort, 
For no one imagines we ’re serious, 


We juggle with figures statistic, 
But always with good-humoured jollity; 
It makes life far less realistic 
Does an innocent touch of frivolity, 
While it adds to the charm of debating; 
And we deluge with questionings 
numerous 
The Member who starts legislating, 
For this in itself is so humorous. 


(Chorus.) 
what does it matter? 
’Tis innocent chatter 
And, taken all round, doesn’t weary us. 
For life in the lobby 
Is merely a hobby, 
And no one imagines it’s serious. 
W. H. M. 





And 








TO MEMORY DEAR. 


thinking of leaving London for the Coast, 
it may be as well to get out a hotel tarif 
not to be exceeded by any manager et- 
trusted with the care of a caravanserai 
in any district, however fashionable it 
may be. If the following items are made 
maximum charges everywhere, a great 
deal of unnecessary and unpleasant cor- 
respondence to the papers concerning et 





tortion will be avoided. 2 sd. 
Bedroom overlooking a dead wall 0 15 4 
Attendance per person . - 0590 
Electric lights and candles per 

day - - - = - = 040 
| Cup of tea - - - 016 
Cup of tea with shoes sllees of 

bread and butter - - - 0 24 
Use of the reading and smoking 

rooms . s+ «,6@ « Oa 
Table d’héte breakfast (tea and 

eggs)- - - - - -0851% 
Table d’ héte lunch (sardines, soup 

andchop)- - - - - 078 


Table d’héte dinner (soup and 


three courses) - - - - 015 0 
Sodaand brandy- - - - 02! 
Speaking to the hall porter- - 050 
Other tips - (not less than) - 1 0? 

There, nothing could be fairer. I have 


left any calculation concerning laundry 
| prices out of my estimate, because such 
|charges vary with the locality. Still, ! 


think it safe to say that except in ult § 


| expensive hotels you will never be asked 


'to pay more than half-a-crown for the F 


| washing of a pair of socks. 
Yours faithfully, 
A CONTENTED TOURIST. 








On Factory Bills and the Beer-y fuss; 





DEAR MR. PuNncH,—Now that people ar f 
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JUST PUSH A BOX DOWN, AND THERE YoU ARE!” 
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‘*A NICE TIME TO BATHE IS IN THE EARLY MORNING, BEFORE ANYONE IS UP, 
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THE BOOK OF BEAUTY. 
A GREAT TuouGcut FoR Every DAY IN THE YEAR. 
SECOND SERIES. 
VII.—THE HOLIDAY PROGRAMME SECTION. 
(Continued from July.) 


(With the Author's compliments to Mr. Henry Harland, begging | 
him, as soon as may be, to publish another novel as charm- 
ing as ** The Cardinal’s Snuff-box.’’) 


JULY 18TH TO 2ist.—For the garden of a chalet, picked up on 
the word of a bailiff’s advertisement, with never an asterisk in 
BAEDEKER to guarantee the Aussicht, it was not so bad a spot to) 
drink beer in under a July sun, very aperitive to the pores. 

At Peter’s feet swept the Rhine in a swirling rush of molten 
lead, gathering speed, compressing its flanks, for the rapids | 
below Lauffenburg. Across the river, beyond the feathery | 
slopes of the castle-grounds, the forest uplands of Baden 
stretched, ridge above ridge of pine, oak, larch, northwards to 
the bastioned heights of Menzenschwand, vague, symbolic, 
impalpable on the horizon’s verge. 

A schoolboy memory of the Muse beat importunate on his 
brain. ‘* Positively,’’ he thought, ‘‘ what with the river, the 
lawns, the pines, and a fair substitute for topmost Gargarus, 
the scene might be sitting for a photogravure illustration of 
(Enone. Not, of course, a perfect analogy. Thus, the Rhine at 
this stage is somewhat bulky for the exercise of ‘ falling 
through the clov’n ravine in cataract after cataract——’ ”’ 

But he had only got as far as the second cataract, when— 
** You find the view a touch too chromographic ?’’ The voice 
was female, but of a fine distinction, but of a full, rich, con- 
tralto resonance, to rival the roar of the intervening flood. 


Involuntarily PeTeR rose and bowed to the opposite bank. | 


A lovely phantom met his glance, clear-cut, crisp-edged, | 
dazzling white against the peacock-green of her environment. | 
For a brief minute, crowded with dim recognition, incredulity, | 
triumphant assurance, PETER was beside himself, and neither | 
of him could find an answer to the lady’s preamble. Oh, but 
with good excuse, for was not this her first word with PETER? | 
Thus far, he had only seen her in public at varying distances, | 
had had no speech of her, had just surmised her enough to 
make her the heroine of his novel. 

**You find it somewhat arranged, crude, obvious?’’ she 
asked in English; oh, yes, in quite good English. 

**On the contrary, I had pronounced it a Tennysonian har- | 
mony.’’ PETER spoke with an outward aplomb ; but his heart 
was beating just anywhere between his boots and his Homburg 
hat. 

** Ah, yes,’’ she said, *‘ you allude to none. An admirable 
classic.’’ Her manner, as if inured to dialectic, might have 
confessed her a Girtonian, but for a something, an I-know- 
not-what of banter in her left eyelid, scarce perceptible across | 
the estranging river. 

**T admit the analogy to be imperfect,’’ replied PETER. 

‘*By the way,”’ she said, ‘1 hope that the chalet answers 
fairly to the terms of my advertisement; that you don’t think 
the photographs were cooked.’’ Again, the slight depression 
of the azure-veined left lid. Then, with a valedictory bow and 
in the easiest possible manner—‘‘ Please let me know if the 
drains go wrong. Good evening.”’ 

**An adorable creature,’’ 
vision of whiteness vanished up the lawns. 
what intuition, what femininity !”’ 

* * * * * * 


** What a nerve, 


22ND, 23RpD.—** Will the High-born have yet another beer ?’’ 
It was the Swiss maid, waisted like a young cedar, stolidly 
flamboyant in her local finery. 

‘*GRETCHEN,’’ answered PETER, abstractedly in English, 
** to cite the words of our late immortal laureate, on whom we 





he reflected, as the crisp-edged 


have already touched allusively, ‘the truth, that flies the| 

° ° ’ . | 
flowing can, will haunt the vacant cup.’ At present I shrink | 
from truth ; I would soar on the pinions of Phaethonian pre- | 


sumption. You do not chance to keep any hashish on the 


| premises ?”’ 


** Bitte, mein Herr? ’”’ 

**Ja wohl, noch ein Glas Bier. And, GRETCHEN,”’ he con- 
tinued in the vernacular, ‘‘ tell me who lives opposite.”’ 

‘**The noblest Sir does not know ? It is Her Serene Widow- 
hood, the HERZOGIN VON BASEL-BASEL.”’ 

** Her Widowhood !’’ murmured PETER, greatly relieved. | 

‘* Her Serene Widowhood,’’ GRETCHEN corrected. 

‘*Implying a superiority to the need of consolation ?’’ asked 
PETER. 

** Bitte?”’ 

‘* Yes, yes, more beer, GRETCHEN ; do not hesitate to bring me 
more beer.”’ 

* * * * * * 


24TH, 25TH.—Ten days later PETER sat in the garden trying 
vainly to make copy out of his despair. Behind him swept the 
Rhine in a swirling rush of molten lead, gathering speed, | 
compressing its flanks, for the narrows below the village. An 
agitated dachshund was tracking water-vermin with plaintive | 
whines. 

**Ts the dog attached to you?’’ The voice was female, but of 
a fine distinction, of a rich, ripe, contralto resonance, transilient 
across the roar of the river. 

PETER started to his feet. His heart was still volatile; but 
this time he was more prepared, composed, alert. ‘‘In the 
absence of other diversions, he consents to be aware of my 
propinquity,’’ he replied. ‘‘ But for the moment he is preying 
upon his fellow-brute.’’ 

‘* An illustration of the universal law of Nature?’’ she asked, 
with an air of serious detachment. But there was a something, 
an I-really-hardly-know-what of badinage in her smile. 

** So careful of the type, so careless of the single life,’’ replied 
PETER. Loverlike, he was eager to improve the occasion, to 
expand himself in the profundities of dogma. 

‘* Have you observed,’’ he continued, ‘‘ that in this incessant 
war of pursuer and pursued, the nobler the nature of the 
animal the greater the modification he undergoes by his 
ignoble employ. The rat himself pursues a yet inferior class of 
vermin, and in the process becomes but negligibly deformed. 


|The dachshund, on the other hand, degenerates into a mere 


abortion, a caricature of a dog. Is not here a premonitory 
warning for the highest form of Nature—I refer to Humanity?” 

‘*Oh,’’ she said, ‘* you are much, much too clever for me. 
But I am nothing if not a child of Nature ; so I shall harden my 
heart and go on ‘ still achieving, still pursuing.’ Some people 
like being pursued, is it not so?’’ And on the word she had 
withdrawn before PETER’s density could compose a pertinent 
retort. 


‘“What a nerve,’’ he mused, ‘what intuition, what 
Weiblichkeit !”’ 
| + * 7 * * * 


28TH TO 31sT.—The first touch of autumn was on the valley, 
as PrTER crossed the castle-lawns to take his last leave of the 
Herzogin. Her creed he might have contrived to adopt, but 
there was no getting over this eternal offence of her title and 
her wealth. The lady was above him and away. It was the 
old tale of Queen Kate of Cornaro and the page-boy, that 
‘*pined for the grace of her so far above his power of doing 
good to.’’ 

As for the view, its general features were practically 
unchanged. Beyond the feathery slopes of the castle-grounds 
| the great forest uplands of Baden stretched, ridge above ridge 
| of pine, larch, oak, northwards to the bastioned heights, &ce. A 
| schoolboy memory of the Muse beat importunate upon his 
| brain. ‘ Positively,’’ he thought, ‘‘ what with the river, the 
bie i —— 
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lawns, the pines, and the best of substi- 
tutes for topmost Gargarus’’ (repeat, as 
above, down to the words, ‘‘ cataract after 
cataract ’’) | 

But he had only got as far as the second 
‘“ eataract,’’ when 

‘You find the view a touch too chromo- | 








graphic ?’ 

PETER started and bowed to a gracious 
phantom of whiteness, crisp-cut, clean- 
edged, on a rustic seat. His heart was 
beating just anywhere between his boots 
and his Homburg hat. Oh, but with good 
exeuse, for PETER was in love, but very 
very much in love. 

‘* You find it somewhat arranged, crude, 
obvious ?’’ she asked. 

‘‘On the contrary I had pronounced it 
a Tennysonian harmony.”’ 

“Ah, yes,’’ she said, ‘‘ you allude to| 
(Enone. An admirable classic.’’ Her| 
manner, as if inured to dialectic, might | 
have her a Girtonian. But} 
there was a something, &e. 

“T admit the analogy to be imperfect,”’ | 
replied PETER. 

“Your dog is still attached to you?’’| 
She pointed with quick spontaneity to the | 
agitated dachshund pursuing imaginary | 
game in the shrubbery. 

“In the absence of other diversions, 
yes. But for the moment he preys upon | 
his fellow-brute.”’ 

‘‘An illustration of the universal law | 
of Nature? No, please,’’ she added, as | 
PETER was in act to take up his cue; ‘1 | 
cannot bear any more of it. Let us try a} 
new conversation. What are you carrying 
there ?’’ | 

“Tam restoring to the Bishop his latch- | 
key. He dropped it,’’ said PETER, sheep- | 
| 
| 
| 
| 


confessed 


ishly. 
“Not again!’’ 
original of him! 
novel finished ?’’ 
‘“My new novel!’’ he cried, aghast. 
“Who told you that I write novels ?’’ 
‘But you must have known that I 


she said; *‘how un- 
By-the-by, is your new 


* . . 7 . | . . 
knew. No author ever hid his profession| my title and take your name instead, 
under a bushel for a week together. And, | on the understanding that you, for your 








Lady (who has just collided with cyclist) ‘GET DOWN, JOHN, QUICKLY, AND TAKE HIS 
I’M SUKE HE HAS KNOCKED SOME PAINT OFF MY NEW CART!” 


NAME AND ADDRESS. 








**Certainly,’’ he replied ; ‘‘ I will drop} And, heedless of the rainy blast, 


being an author on a holiday, you would | part——”’ 


never think of missing such a chance of 
copy. 
account of your latest experiences ? ’’ 

“IT am ealling it The Bishop's Latch- | 
key,”’ said Perer, sheepishly. * It sounds | 
soalluring. That’s why I keep carrying 
the thing about. I have to drag it into the | 
picture somehow.”’ 

“I think, out of courtesy, you might 
give up that title, and call the book after | 


To wade waist deep the livelong day. 
That now would make me chill and numb— 
| ’Tis not that I am growing old, 


‘““That I, for my part, drop my title | ’Tis that the water has become 


What are you going to call this! and take your name instead ?’’ she asked, 


with a very pleasant frankness. 
** Precisely,’’ he said. 


**Oh, very well,’’ said she. oO. S. 








THEN AND NOW. 


TIME was to Scotland I would go, 


When hot July to August drew ; 


me. 1 must be more important than the |! loved to stalk the timid roe 


lateh-key. 


But 1'm afraid the Indiscre- 


Upon the heights of Ben Venue. 


tion of the Duchess has been used al- | To crawl from rock to rock, to plough 


ready.’ There was a something in her 


manner—could it have been the very least | 


Through bog and swamp was once m 


wont, 


little depression of the azure-veined left || loved it then intensely. Now 


lid ?—that suddenly emboldened PETER. 
Vor the time being she lent him her eyes, 
to see things by as she saw them. 


I don't. 


Time was I loved my fly to cast 


Upon the waters of the Tay, 


So cold. 
| 
| When o’er the land the breeze blew hot, 
I loved to skim the dancing seas, 
| And in my little white-winged yacht 
To coast the stormy Hebrides. 
To watch the penny steamboats now 
| Upon the Thames is quite enough ; 
| The sea has lately grown, somehow, 
So rough. 


| Time was I tramped, with rod and gun, 
| Mile after mile for fish and fowl, 
Rising before the sluggard sun, 

| And bedding with the midnight owl. 
| This year, methinks, another way 

| Of change and rest I'll try instead ; 
I'll take a holiday and stay 

In bed. 
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VOLUNTEER MANCEUVRES. 


Subaltern. ““Re-TIRE! Re-TIRE! Conrounp THOSE FELLOWS!” 
Corporal. ‘*’TAIN’T ANY USE SIGNALLING TO THEM, Str. TJHEY’RE GOIN’ TO STAY WHERE THEY ARE, AN’ GET TOOK PRISONERS 


COMFORTABLE. AN’ THEY HAIN’T NO BAD JUDGE NEITHER !” 
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Every page of every paper where a mortal eye may look 

THE COMPLETE AUTHOR. Thus adorning with, ‘‘Good-morning! Have you read Beth's! 
Garden Book ?”’ | 
And assure them it's essential they should have it on their 
shelves— 

They might never be so clever as to learn the fact themselves. | 


“wovl UNoOA 


s. 
AIX—DNIOD 


TIIM UALSVIV 


| IF you want to be an author and to take the world by storm, 

| Pay attention whilst I mention rules to which you must conform ; 
First, of course, you want a heroine—it doesn't matter who— 

| Plain or pretty, dull or witty, ignoramus or a blue, 

| Young or middie-aged or ancient, it is really all the same, | 

Provided you ’ve decided that Elizabeth ’s her name. OPERA AND AFTER. 


| You must have a little garden, you must babble by the hour, THE Opera Season for 1901 is over. Notable for JEAN DE 
| Of the lilies, daffodillies, hollyhock and gilly-flower ; RESZKE’'S conspicuous absence. On the whole, the Opera Line 
| Or when vegetables bore you, and you’re anxious to relieve has been run on the ‘high level.’’ Wagnerites have not by| 
| The monotony of botany, you may perhaps achieve any means had it all to themselves. Madame EAMEs is to be| 
| A digression on the slugs and snails that eat your pet rose-trees, | congratulated on improvement as an actress and on there| 
| Or the habits of the rabbits, or the squirrels or the bees. being no improvement wanted in her singing. MELBA is as| 
" , : : charming as ever: perhaps the riverside in this hot weather | 
| Next, whatever the temptation to behold your name in print, | has had a refreshing effect, and so she must consider Father | 
| It is vital that the title-page should have no author in 't ; Thames as her contributary. CALVE always admirable, and fat 
What were JUNIUS himself if his identity were known ? .., | too powerful in Messaline, has been excellent throughout, | 
Who would trouble with a bubble that is burst before it's except when appearing as the willing victim of the unhappy! 
blown ? P Faust, and then—well, personally, I could have wished that nd | 
How can books without > mystery enpest to make a fuss ? Mephistophelian manager had ever tempted her to play and 
People grovel to a novel if it is anonymous. sing the part. Grand Otello-Tamagno first-rate, so Herr VAN 
Rooy: Jupiter Plangon incomparable in everything, be he| 
ascetic monk, unprincipled roué, or devotedly pious king. All 
is artistic that comes to his net. The three conductors, Signor 
MANCINELLI, Herr LOHSE, and Monsieur FLON, one down, t’othet | 
come up, have, baton in hand, led their men to victory. Oper 
finished, Messrs. FRANK RENDLE and Manager Nei Forsytl 
take possession of the Opera House, and commence preparations | 
| Nor forget to tell creation what a genius you are ; for the annual Goose step, with plenty of caper sauce, charac 
Set each daily singing gaily of the newly-risen star, teristic of the Fancy Dress Ball Season. Sic transit: si dance-it. 
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| 
| As for form, you must consider what the reading-world expects, 
| And epistles are the thistles that the public ass affects ; 
So abolish old-world chapters, and at each new section’s head 
You had better write your ‘‘ Letter Number So-and-So ”’ instead ; 
And you'll quite eclipse the fame of many literary men, 
For you're fated to be rated as a man of letters then. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
| EXTRACTED FROM THE Diary or Topsy, M.P. 


House of Lords, Monday, July 29.— 
| MARKISS moves second reading of Royal 
Titles Bill. ROSEBERY suggests that in- 
| stead of the cumbrous clause, ‘‘Of the 
British Dominions beyond the Seas, King,”’ 
EDWARD THE SEVENTH should be hailed, 
King of the Britains beyond the Seas. 
The MARKISS thought not. Phrase he 
| held to be strange, even uncouth. 

Why uncouth the MARKISS only knows. 
If hypercriticism wanted to quarrel with 
it it might be urged that it is an echo of 

one of the musical lines in TENNYSON’S 
| weleome to our present Queen when she 
first came over the sea. 

There was, the MARKisS further urged, 
no precedent for the phrase. ‘If the 
|noble Marquis,’’ said ROSEBERY, ‘ will 

consult the small change in his pocket 
| he will find on its face the words ‘ Bri- | 

tanniarum Regina.’ ”’ 
| Pretty to see the shrewd look that came | 

over the MARKISS’S expressive counte- 
nance; the slightly screwed lip, the 
curled nostril, almost a wink. Had read 
| somewhere about the Confidence Trick; 
only vaguest idea of what it is; certain 
that someone you meet in the street asks 
you to produce a coin, or a larger sum of 
money. You comply, and by some hocus | 
pocus the coin is transferred to the other 





man’s pocket, and you go your way Porn Ma 
lamenting. - 
. . . ’ 2 a, 
ROSEBERY has just that innocent, boyish - — 


face that would be invaluable in such an 
enterprise. Of late, owing doubtless to 
| the succession of dinners eaten at distinct 


Genial Doctor (after laughing heartily at a joke of his patient's). “Ha! HA! HA! THERE’S 
NOT MUCH TH& MATTER Wi1TH YoU! THovuGH I DO BELIEVE THAT IF YOU WERE ON YOUR 
DEATH-BED YOU ’D MAKE A JOKE!” 








points of the compass by the Party he Irrepressible Patient. ‘‘ Way, oF couRsE I sHovnp. Ir WOULD BE MY LAST CHANCE!” 
once led, he is developing the embon- x 





point that marks the genial man accus-|the Nationalist papers at the cost of a large batches, going through the same 
tomed to do good deeds. Anyone he! week’s suspension. As in such circum- | noisy antics, followed by same disciplinary 
chanced to meet in the street to whom he | stances WILLIAM O’BRIEN’s sordid injunc-| procedure, thing becomes a bore. The 

| made proposition to produce a fiver and | tion stopping wages during absence from | honours are with the man who opens the 
lay it in his outstretched hand, promising | Parliamentary duties did not apply, it| ball. 
a tenner for the mark of personal con-/meant in addition to glory a week’s| Time running short now. Little more 
fidence, would instantly produce the | holiday on full pay. A very different | than a fortnight of Session remaining. 
money—that is, of course, if he had it|thing to be expelled for rest of Session | Strange restlessness pervades Irish camp. | 
about him. | from House, with all its comfortable | Members look at each other suspiciously. 
The MARKISS too old a bird to be caught | surroundings, its daily opportunity of|Swirr MacNeil up at Question time, 
| byappearances. Hestared straight ahead | getting your name in the newspapers.| waving his arms in windmill fashion, | 
of him, and, heedless of RosEBERY’S | The game not worth so costly a candle. | regarded with especial concern. Does he 
insinuating invitation, kept his coin safe} Accordingly Irish Members, practising | mean business this time? Is he going to 
in his pocket. truculence as far as was safe, always|sneak a mean advantage? Relief when 
| Business done.—Royal Titles Bill read | stopped short when limit of SPEAKER’s|he sits down breathless. Anxiety re- 
a second time. | Supernal patience was reached. Their | newed when Mr. FLAVIN lifts his tall head 
House of Commons, Tuesday 2 A.M.—j|turn would come by-and-by when, end/and like a trombone shouts. O’SHAUGH- | 
“Begorra, the young ’un’s done us!” |of Session practically determined, they | NEsSY on his legs, watched with uneasiness. 
’Twas the voice of Mr. FLAVIN; he had | could calculate to a nicety how much/DvuFFY'’s movements of late decidedly 
| good cause to complain. When, early in| their advertisement would cost; a fort-| suspicious. 
Session, a tyrannical Minister, backed by | night, ten days, or a week, according as} To-night, the dangerous morass of | 
an unscrupulous majority, passed Standing | they selected their day for bearding the} Questions escaped, everything seemed 
Order authorising expulsion for remainder | SPEAKER in his chair. Will all take their | safe. House proceeds to consider Agri- 
of Session of Members guilty of disorderly | turn in time. Obviously the chiefest| cultural Rates Act. In that galley, at 
conduct, it was felt a new and deadly |distinetion, the biggest advertisement, | least, Irishmen nothing to do. Long 
injustice had been wrought to Ireland. | goes to the Member who leads off. By | procession of dull speeches carried House | 
: Heretofore an Irish Member might have | repetition performance palls on public | up to half hour after midnight. WALTON | 
his fling and obtain bold advertisement in| taste. With four-score men, in small or| rose; House shouted in despair; pre- 
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sumably going to state bearings of| Business done.—Edueation Bill read a‘a single ballad apiece, but Herr Tuump- 


Question on course of Yang-tse River ; 
wouldn't have him at any price. Then it 
was REDMOND cadet saw his chance; got 
himself suspended. PATRICK O'BRIEN, 
wearing in his countenance the green of 
envy, made a dash at his coat-tails; 
succeeded in getting himself carried off 
with him. 

This happened whilst Mr. FLAVIN was 
on the Terrace communing 
with the stars. At sound of Division 
Bell, strolled upstairs to find himself 
locked out; to learn that, as he put it, 
**the young ’un had done them."’ 

Business done.—REDMOND cadet and 
PATRICK O'BRIEN got themselves expelled. 
Incidentally, Agricultural Rates Act 


| Continuance Bill read a second time. 





Tuesday.—Brotherly relations in Irish 
camp growing strained. If things go on 


as they now shape the Nationalists will | 
Opposition. | 


be even as the Liberal 
Ominous talk of a dinner to be given to 
REDMOND cadet at the ‘‘ Shamrock ’’ Restau- 
rant; threats that if invitation be accepted, 
Mr. FLAVIN shall be banqueted at the 
** Harp-that-Once.’’ The principal guests 
have promptly intimated their readiness 
to attend ; which seems to have thrown a 
cloud over the proceedings. Anyhow, 
not yet gone further. 

Meanwhile, Mr. O’SHEE, of all men, has 
managed to take the wind out of the sails 
of other mariners bound for the haven and 
the honour of expulsion. REDMOND ainé, 
who bears up pretty well under his be- 
reavement, asked PRINCE ARTHUR to oblige 
Irish Members by setting aside public 
business in order to give them a day on 
which they might make personal attack 
on Lord Chief Justice of Ireland in his 
judicial capacity. PRINCE ARTHUR thought, 
on the whole, he would rather not. Rep- 
MOND ainé righteously indignant. What’s 
the use of the House of Commons if, safe 
in its sanctuary from the law of libel, 
hon. members may not slander private 
foes and vilify public servants ? 

Above the hubbub that followed was 


heard the shrill voice of Mr. O’SHEE 
denouncing ‘judicial blackguardism.’’ 
Time was when for peace sake, in 


generous hope that manners might im- 
prove, the Chair would have been dis- 
creetly deaf to this remark. The SPEAKER 
at length convinced it’s no use playing 
with organised disorder which through 


the Session has bubbled in the IJrigh 
camp. Down on O’SHEE like a shot; 
insisted on withdrawal of offensive re- 
mark. O’SHEE, fluttered by this un- 


wonted firmness, hesitated; turned for 
counsel to friends near him. They, car- 


ried away by excitement of moment, for- 
getful of his personal advantage, urged 
So O’SHEE defied the SPEAKER, 
was promptly suspended, and went forth 
to join the growing army of martyrs 
already on holiday leave. 


him on. 





third time. 





MUSIC HATH —— 


THERE’S a lady I know 
(To my grief and my woe, 
For she lives in the very next flat down 
below, 
And flats are not proof against sound, as 
you know) 
Whose joy is to play 
The piano all day, 
And to lift up her pitiful voice in a way 
That frightens my poor little Muse into 
fits, 
And drives her demented, clean out of her 
wits, ; 
And me into words I’m unable to smother, 
Though they ’d certainly shock me if used 
by another. 


Cc! 


C! 


So hammers she 

| While she loudly gives voice to a very 
flat B 

| To which I reply with a very sharp D. 

A! A! 


Next she will play, 

While her voice is at B or still further 
away ; 

And the greater the discords that come 
from her throat 

The louder she bangs the unfortunate 
note, 

Till my poor little Muse claps her hands 
to her ears 

And flies from my flat in a torrent of tears. 


When her throat has got sore 
And can quaver no more, 
She sends for the tuner, and almost before 
The neat little mannikin gets to the door 
I hear her complain 
In a much aggrieved strain: 
‘“‘That wretched piano wants tuning 
again! ’’ 
So the meek little tuner the key-board 
doth try— 
He pitches it low and he pitches it high 
In the vainest of efforts: it never will go 
In tune with the voice of the lady below. 





HOLIDAY TASKS. 


CHANGE of employment, it has been 
said, is the truest form of recreation. In 
pursuance of this idea, Mr. Punch has 
devised a plan which has enabled his 
brilliant staff to enjoy a true holiday, 
while, at the same time, their valuable 
services are not lost to his columns. For 
instance, he despatched his cricket re- 
porter to a concert, with the result that 
the notice of it runs as follows: 

‘*Herr THUMPOFFSKY’S recital un- 
doubtedly is one of the most attractive 
fixtures of the season, and it was not 
surprising to find a large gate on Thursday 
night. The first two performers on the 
programme were easily disposed of for 





|elicited hearty applause. 


GFFSKY himself was in fine form. He 
opened quietly, but after playing himself 
in, seemed completely at home for the 
rest of his innings. Some of his late 
cuts in the treble were particularly fine, 
and he scored a number of quick runs by 
dexterous wrist-play in a manner which 
Towards the 


}end of the second movement he slowed 


ja trifle 


|}down somewhat, and two or three of his 


uppish strokes in the Scherzo appeared 
risky, but these were small 
blemishes in a highly meritorious per- 
formance. He was heartily cheered when 
he returned to the pavilion, but, despite 
the applause of the onlookers, declared 
his innings closed.’’ 


From our high-souled literary critic’s City 


report. 

‘*Brighton A’s! Something of magic, 
surely, lingers o’er the phrase. Brighton 
—the place of sunny, windy memories, of 
the roystering Regent, of old-world 
scandals, loves, intrigues. And yet they 
fell, these Brighton A’s, 1-16—or rose, 
perchance, 1-12? It boots not to remem- 
ber; of Brighton the charm is perennial; 
outlasting rise or fall, mode or moment. 
And what, you ask, of Eldorados? They 
were in brisk demand—aye, and in brisk 
demand will be so long as aspirations 
vague, ineluctable, find their abode within 
the heart of man. I fancy, Sir, I’m 
dropping into verse. The name of 
Eldorado is the cause. Dear Eldorado! 
dear long-wished-for land of happiness 
and infinite delight! Yes, Eldorados 
were in brisk demand.”’ 


From our dramatic critic’s remarks on a 
race-meeting. 

“The performance was not altogether 
bad, but the stage-management was very 
far from artistic. When, for instance, the 
favourite won, it was allowed to lead 
from start to finish. Need 1] point out 
how much the effect would have been 
enhanced had it been made to snatch the 
victory bya neck? Again, the hoisting of 
the numbers at the winning-post should 
have been the cue for at least one of the 
spectators to shoot himself. Strange to 
say, this well-established piece of busi- 
ness was forgotten. Until these and other 
defects are made good, sucha trite perform 
ance is not likely to attract the public.” 


Puddleton Market report, sent in by our 
Lady contributor. 

‘‘There was an unusually smart gather- 
ing in the square to-day. Among others 
we noticed Mrs. GILES, escorted by her 
husband. She was gowned inan exquisite 
creation of blue and yellow spotted 
muslin—one of the latest novelties, we 
believe, from the Puddleton post-office. 
Calico and bombazine were the founda- 
tion of some of the choicest specimens 





of the dressmaker’s art.’’ 
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” 
You’Lt FIND IT’LL LAST LONGER AND DO HIM MORE Goop |” 









‘My BOY TELL3 ME YOU BROKE YOUR CANE ACROSS HIS BACK YESTERDAY ?”’ 


. **WeLL, I—1l MAY HAVE STRUCK HARDER THAN I INTENDED, BUT 


ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 
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Stepmother. 





























| a few days—I daresay I could get that fellow SimsGipDY to 
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SORROWS OF PATERFAMILIAS AT THE SEASIDE. 

LONG since, I came to the conclusion that MARION—MARION 
is my wife—was right in everything. At all events, I say so. 
It saves so much argument. So when one morning at break- 
fast she said that the dear children wanted a change, I at once 
agreed with her, and went on reading my paper. 

MARION poured herself out a second cup of coffee, and then | 
said reflectively : 

** I suppose Scarborough wouldn’t do?’’ 

Again I agreed with her, readily. Scarborough would not do, 
and once more settled down to a perusal of the money article. 
After a brief pause, she went on: 

** What do you think of the Isle of Wight ?”’ 

I replied that I thought very highly of the Isle of Wight. 
the summer home of our King—— 

** Don’t be silly, GEORGE,’’ she interrupted. ‘‘ Do put down 
that paper, and try to settle where we can go to this summer.”’ 

Now, the truth is that Smmseippy and I had talked over 
the question of taking our holiday together, en gargon. 
Talked over it, with bated breath, be it understood: for Srms- 
GIDDY is as much married as I am myself; his olive branches 
amount to seven, whilst my blessings are eight in number. 
Still, we thought that we should obtain more change and rest 
by going away minus our families. And whilst he had pro- 
posed this daring innovation, I had promised to seriously 
consider it and see if the annual visit en famille to the seaside 
could be dodged. 

So I lowered the newspaper, and, peeping over the top of it, 
said : 

‘*Er—an idea occurs to me, MARION. Suppose you take the 
darlings away, whilst I—I—er—I just run out of town for 





As | 


go with me, if I asked him.’’ Then I paused to see the effect. 

MARION almost choked herself with a piece of toast. 

‘*What! and leave me with all the children? What next, 
I should like to know ?”’ 

** Still, my dear, it might be more of a change if——”’ 

But here MARION brought up her strongest battery of quick- 
firing arguments in order to silence my feeble guns. 

**GEORGE, I am surprised at you. I couldn’t have thought 
that you and that horrid SmMsGippY man could possibly have 
concocted such a plot to go away and leave me alone with 
all the children; and how 1’m to manage with nurse going on 
as she does, and no pleasing her, I don't know—it’s really too 
wearing for any woman, let alone me. I don’t believe you care 
for me any longer, and that’s about the truth! ”’ 

And matters went no farther that day. I thought dear 
MARION would sulk, so prudently remained late at the office 
and stayed out to dinner. It is strange how one’s atten- 
tion to business suddenly increases under such circumstances. 
But MARION triumphed in the end. I really had not the 
courage to repeat my suggestion—and SIMSGIDDY’s scheme went 
to the wall. It was finally settled that we should go to| 
Cockleton-super-Mare for our summer trip. ‘‘ Which day will 
you go down and see 94,0ut apartments ?’’ asked MARION. 

“1? Oh, I thought that perhaps you, my dear—I mean that 
you would be a better judge of ’’ but MARION'S brow grew 
wrinkled, and I paused, irresolute. 

** Nonsense, GEORGE. You will go. I have looked at Brad- 
shaw, and find that you can manage to get there and back in 





Arrived at Cockleton, I fortified myself with a station sand- 
wich and a glass of soda-water (with just a little whiskey in it) 
before sallying forth along the ‘‘ front.’’ 

I tried three or four houses, and then one with a baleony 
attracted my notice. It was called Shore Villa. I knocked, 
and was admitted by the landlady. 

MARION had specially warned me against flighty-looking 
landladies. So I was naturally glad to find that this person's 
appearance would at once acquit her of any such charge. No 
photographer would have run the risk of pitting his camera 
against such a face as hers, unless he had insured the instru- 
ment first. 

**Guinea a room all August.’’ No, she couldn’t take less—oh, 
and there was a big fambly, too? Ah, that made a difference— 
another ‘arf guinea and hextrys, if there was a baby. Oh, yes, 
I could see the rooms—yes, they was beautiful rooms. Clean? 
She should think so, indeed! Cook? Well, if she couldn't 
cook by this time—well, there ! 

Of course, this last remark clinched the matter; I took the 
rooms, and arranged to bring my family down on the following 
Thursday. 

We were not fortunate in our train on the day fixed. There 
appeared to be about twice as many passengers as there were 
seats. Under these circumstances, even MARION’S equable 
temper showed signs of friction. She grew hot and fiushed, 
spoke sharply to our offspring, bullied the nurse and finally 
called me an idiot. 

At last WILLY, MOLLY, CHARLES, Nurse and baby, and I 
squeezed into one carriage, whilst MARION and the rest 
scrambled into another. Red-faced porters hurled our small 
paraphernalia in after us, and the much-harassed guard banged 
the door, shutting my coat tail in, securely. We were off. 

At Boodlesby Junction, after hailing the guard to release my 
eoat tail, I got out and went to MARION. 

‘*GEORGE,’’ she said, ‘*‘ go into the Refreshment Room and 
get the children some milk.’’ 

** My dear,’’ I remonstrated, ‘‘ I—I—I really don’t think it’s 
likely that they keep such a thing on astation. Now, ginger- 
beer, or even——’”’ 

** Don’t be so absurd, GEORGE, of course they have milk. Do 
make haste, or I’m sure the train will be starting again. Here, 
give me the tickets in case you get left behind! ”’ 

I sighed, but had to go and ask the yellow-haired damsel at 
the refreshment buffet for three glasses of milk. The lady 
giggled, adjusted a sidecomb in her yellow hair, and then 
leisurely condescended to hand me the three tumblers of milk, 
already poured out. There was a fly in two out of the three. 

I looked at them dubiously. Then I asked her if I might have 
another fly for the third tumbler? She seemed quite annoyed 
at this. I bought some buns, and carefully holding the three 
milk glasses I made my uncertain and fearful way down the 
over-crowded platform. 

Of course I passed the carriage I was looking for, and went 
the whole length of the train before discovering my error; 
then I retraced my steps, and MARION, tarter {han ever, 
exclaimed : 

‘* My dear GeorGE, I thought you must have lost your way !”’ 
Then (rather spitefully, as I thought), ‘‘ What could you have 
had to talk about to that creature at the bar ?”’ 

I said nothing. I waited patiently until the milk had been 
consumed; then ran back with the empty tumblers—no time 





the day, by catching the 6.10 train in the morning.”’ 
I shivered. ‘*1—I think, my dear, I had better, perhaps, £0 | 
a little later, and stay the night at the hotel.”’ 

**Oh, there’s not the slightest need for that expense,” | 
and I thought that MARION’s tone was somewhat tart. 
**Then, perhaps, my dear, I had better have breakfast 
overnight,’’ 1 murmured. 
But MARION was quite impervious to covert levity. I had to 
go by the 6.10 a.m. train. 





left in which to get anything for myself—and finally scrambled 
into my carriage again, hot, breathless, and so thirsty. 

After what seemed an interminable journey, we arrived. 
MARION thought we could get the luggage and ourselves into 
two cabs, and became just a little snappish when I expressed 
a doubt. However, after several packings and re-packings, in 
the course of which baby’s particular trunk fell off the box-seat, 
smashed, we started for Shore Villa. I felt anxious to see 
whether MARION would approve of the ‘rooms—for when dear 
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MARION disapproves, I find it more politic | 
to curtail my holiday. 

Iassumed an air of mild hilarity, when, 
after settling two 


| my wife, and rubbing my hands together, 


|earpet before replying. 


said : 
“This is all very jolly, isn’t it, 
dear ?’’ 
MARION gazed 


my 
abstractedly at the 


up at me, she said solemnly : 

‘* GEORGE—I smell a rat!’’ 

‘Do you, indeed, my dear? That’s 
very unpleasant,’’ I replied, sniffing 
about as I spoke. ‘*I don’t smell any- 
thing, myself.’’ 

**No.no! What I mean is that I sus- 
pect the woman—the landlady—is not 
clean.’’ 

“You don’t say so, my dear! Then 
perhaps it was that, and not the rat--—”’ 

**Oh, GEORGE, don’t be so dense!’’ she 
cried in worried tones. ‘‘I mean that the 
house is not kept clean: can’t you under- 
stand? Men are so stupid!’’ 

“Yes, my dear, certainly—I quite 
agree. I think I'll take a little walk 
down to the sea, and ——’’ 

“Very well,’’ sighed MARION; 
WiLLy and CARRIE and MOLLY 
CHARLIE can go with you. Meantime, 
Nurse and I will unpack, though where 
in the world we're to put all the things 
with no hanging cupboards and hardly a 
peg to be seen, and ** but by this 
time I had gently edged out of the door, 
and eluding the dear children, put on 
a Panama hat, and strolled out on to the 
beach. 

I was just enjoying the first sniff of the 
ozone, When a familiar, if not altogether 
welcome, voice smote upon my ear. I 
looked round and, to my great surprise, 
saw my neighbour at Hampstead, little 
PERKSLEY. 


** and 





MARION says the PERKSLEYS are dread- 


fully common. Isincerely trust that they 
are uncommon, their vulgarity is so great. 


I should not like to say that PERKSLEY is | 


an awful little cad—but a man may think 
what he likes. 

“’Ullo!’’ he eried, 
red paw into my hand. ‘‘Oo’d ever 
thought of seein’ you ’ere? Come down 
ong garsong, or jest as the ordinary Pater- 
Family-Ass ? ’’ 

One serious drawback of PERKSLEY’S is | 
that he thinks himself a wit. 

I infused a certain frigidity into my 
manner, as I replied : 

‘My wife and family are with me. 

“Ah, that’s right—you must drop in 
and bring ’em to see mine. And my 


” 


| Youngsters must play with yours on the 


| inclined my head and passed on. 


Sands.’’ 

Very condescending of him. I merely | 
How 
Shall I ever have sufficient courage to 





alterecations with the | 
cabmen about their fares, I approached | 


Then, looking | 


and | 


thrusting a warm | 
"ave | 


tell dear alana that I have brought her | are—in fact rumours. 
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UNCLE’S BANK HOLIDAY. 


‘*Ou, UNCLE, WE’RE SO GLAD WE’VE MET YOU. 
| ROUNDABOUT, AND STAY ON IT TILL TEA-TIME!” 


WE WANT YOU TO TAKE US ON THE 








to the same seaside as that at which the | 
hated PERKSLEYS are disporting them- 


Priv. Sec. Confident judges say we are 
in about the same position as we were a 





selves ? F. R. | couple of years ago. 
(To be continued.) Speaker. Experts seem to be a bit too 
confident. What next ? 
Priv. Sec. Think there’s nothing re. 
| SOMETHING LIKE AN ORATION. eS ee eee 


| 
(An imaginary duologue—of course not 
| founded on facts.) 
Speaker of the Evening. Any further news ? 
Private Secretary. We don’t seem to be 
Lae much headway. Convoy success- | 
| fully attacked. 
Speaker. Done before. Anything else ? 
Priv. Sec. Fresh battle, but details not 


rest everywhere. 

Speaker. Thank you very much. Fitsin 
neatly with my peroration ‘‘ that every- 
thing points to the near approach of the 
termination of the war.’’ 

(Curtain.) 








| yet reported. SHE began by being an heiress. 

| Speaker. Quite so—in common form. | first husband died and left her with 

| What more ? | very little remaining of her fortune, and 
Priv. Sec. Well, rumours of fresh ad-|with three fine, healthy children. To 


vances in all directions. |this spendthrift, she, after her second 
Speaker. Ah, to be sure, but rumours | | happier marriage, used to allude as, ‘** Le 
Further ? | pret mier pa’ qui coiite. 





May take it that there is a feeling of un- 


Her 





























































ing of the multiplication-table! When he 
| goes so far as to maintain that (Eh ? 
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SLIGHTLY MIXED. | 

(Some fragments from a speech by an 

earnest citizen, much in request at 
election meetings.) 

... “should be failing indeed in my 
duty did I not devote my whole attention 
to this all-important contest. On Monday 
next, Gentlemen, you are invited by our 
unscrupulous opponents to support the 
candidature of Mr. SMirH—as if you were 
not acquainted with that person’s revo- 
lutionary theories concerning the teach- 





What ? Oh, I beg your pardon, for the 





moment I fancied this was a School Board 
election meeting.) As I was 
saying, Gentlemen, when Mr. 
SMITH, who has the effrontery 
to seek election as one of your 
municipal councillors, goes so 
far as to maintain that the pro- 
blem of insanitary dwelling- 
houses can be solved by— 
(Well? Not Municipal Councils 
either? Of course, I know that. 
Do let me finish my sentence ! ) 
—by the application ofa 
colonial policy, strong and yet 
humane, just and yet generous, 
—then, Gentlemen, realising 
this to the full, I ask, and ask 
with confidence, what becomes 
of the vile aspersions so freely 
made against the character of 
Mr. CHAMBERLAIN? ... But, 
as your chairman has just 
whispered to me, the coun- 
try’s verdict upon that issue 
has been delivered already. 
Indeed, my reason for refer- 
ring to it was simply to remind 
you that completion of the 
parliamentary campaign leaves 
you free to concentrate your 
attention upon an infinitely 
more important event. Need I 





| Friday next shall see Mr. 


phantly 
about ? 





returned 
The wrong name ? 


(What’s tha 


| siderations, from your mind, resolve that 
JENKINS trium- 


t row 


slip of the tongue.)—triumphantly re- 


turned, I repeat, 
I have known Mr. 


poll. 


Ah, yes, a| 





at the bottom of the! the ous win ‘y or the r 
JENKINS—no, I 


SECRETS OF THE SANDS. 
(Overheard by the Sad Sea Waves.) 
_it Shtnpentba worth coming all this way to | | 
are from London to meet | 
rain. 
House-keeping was bad enough in town, | 


mean Mr. BILLSON—for many years, and| but the waste of Seaview Place is even 


I am fully convinced that no one could | worse. 


How can the children get better 


be a better representative upon your|from their attack of scarlatina when they 
. P 

Parish Council—or rather, Board of Guar-| meet none other than convalescents from 

dians, for it is in the latter capacity that | whooping cough and the measles ? 


he now seeks your suffrages. 
of BILLson, Gentlemen, must be dear to} with their ‘* Memories 


The cause | 


The town band would be more successful | 
of Balfe’’ if two- 


all those who wish to strengthen Lord | thirds of their strength of six did not 


SALISBURY'’S hands, 
equitable settlement in South—in the | pence. 


and to 


WHY 


- snag > 
fn dul "}——— 
yt OE HENNE ey 





** ANyHOW, I’VE GOT A BITE THIS TIME, 


THE OTHER FELLOWS HAVE!” 





say that I refer to the choice 


of the Puddleton Parish Council, which, on | south wing of the workhouse, which is, 
Tuesday—no, that’s the District Council |I believe, as important as any other part 


—on Wednesday next, will rest with you. | 


Earnestly, indeed, do I entreat every 
voter to support Mr. 
eventful day. Need I tell you that'| 


my thoughts for weeks past? 


of it. 


‘*Gentlemen, I have done. 
ROBINSON on that|I have dwelt exclusively upon a single 
its tremendous importance must 
nothing but his candidature has occupied | be my excuse. 
Why, just | legislation upon—I mean, 


topic ; 


If you wish for 


Pardon me if 


sound 


satisfactory 


compare his views on the local drainage | education for—that is, reasonable rates 


system with (What's the matter now ? 





‘and well-kept roads—none of which, your 
| Nothing to do with Parish Councils? All| chairman once more interrupts me to say, 


right! )—compare this, I say, with the| have anything to do with the present 


matter which to-night we have assembled | contest—act on my 


advice to 


solely to consider, namely, who are the | Tuesday’s—if it is Tuesday’s—poll. 
fittest persons to serve as your repre-|that advice, once more, is simply this— 


sentatives upon the Board of Guardians. 
(Got it right this time, haven't I? Thank | 
goodness!) Yes, Gentlemen, it is because | 
I feel the paramount importance of this 
matter that I stand before you to-night. 
Dismissing all other issues, all other con- 





table, 


minority ! 


and return Mr. 


by 


an 


A. C. 


you 
And 
| be supplied to wearers of uniform. 


at 


D. 





THAT ’Ss MORE THAN 


| remember Majuba and the multiplication- | 
WILLIAM THOMSON | 
to the House of Commons as your Dis- | 
trict Councillor overwhelming | 

|were under the impression you were 


secure an|desert their music-stands to forage for 


The lending library would be 
more entertaining if it kept 
abreast—say, within ten years 
—of the current publishing 
season. 

The Theatre Royal would 
probably have a larger and 
more aristocratic audience 
were its répertoire not confined | 
to dramas such as ‘* From 
Gutter to Mud,”’ or travelling 
parties such as Mr. GARRICK 
SHAKSPEARE’S ‘*‘ Perky Pot- 
boy ’’ Musical Comedy Con- 
pany No. 3. } 

It is certain that Slocum- 
super-Mare, although it may 
be recommended by the medi- 
eal profession as the very 
place for ‘*‘ picking up,”’ is still 
about the most depressing spot 
on the face of the earth. To 
sum up, it is assuredly true 
that visitors who come to stay 
at Slocum-super-Mare for six 
months are sure to be off by 
the end of a fortnight. 


VOICES IN THE AIR. 
(Heard in a fashionable hotel during 
— the Voluntecrs’ outing.) 

Goop gracious, HENRY, you are surely 
not going to allow me to sit in the lounge 
with a number of soldiers ? 

Noble profession, my love, and they are 
wearing khaki. 





But I have never heard of such 4 
thing. You ought to complain to the 
manager. 


But I assure you, Sir, they are of the 
most respectable. 

You hear what my wife says, and you 
must confess it is unusual. 

Pardon, gentlemen, but I am afraid it’s 
against the regulations to allow drinks to 


But don’t you know who we are, fellow! 





Why, we are ! 
A thousand apologies, gentlemen. We 
have made a _ profound mistake, we 


soldiers ! 
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